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N yonder verdant hilloc laid, 
Where oaks and elms, a friendly ſhade, 
O'erlook the falling ſtream, 

O maſter of the Latin lyre, 
Awhile with thee will J retire 
From ſummer's noontide beam, 
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II. 
And lo, within my lonely bower 
The induſtrious bee from many a flower 
| Collett her balmy dews :: 


1 For me,” ſhe lings, « the gems are born, 
For me their ſilken robe adorn, 


Their fragrant breath diffuſe.” 
III. 
Sweet murmurer | may no rude ſtorm 
This hoſpitable ſcene deform | 
To check thy gladſome toils ; 
Still may the buds unſullied ſpring, 
Still ſhowers and ſunſhine court thy wing 
+ To theſe ambroſials ſpoils. 
„ 
Nor ſhall my Muſe hereafter fail 
Her fellow-labGurer thee to hail ; | 
And lucky be the ſtrains } 


For long ago did nature frame 


Your ſeaſons and your arts the ſame, 
Your pleaſures and your pains. 
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Like thee, in lowly, ſylvan ſcenes, 


And river-banks and flowery greens. 
My Muſe delighted plays; 
Nor through the deſart of the air, 


Though ſwans or eagles triumph there, 


With fond ambition ſtrays. 
WW 
Nor where the boding raven chaunts, 
Nor near the owl's unhallow'd haunts 
Will ſhe her cares imploy ;. 
But flies from ruins and from tombs, 
From ſuperſtition's hateful glooms, 
To day-light and to joy. 
| . 
Nor will ſhe tempt the barren waſte; 


Nor deigns the ungrateful ſtores to taſte 


Of any noxious thing; 
But leaves with ſcorn to envy's uſe. 
The bitter hemlock's deadly juice, | 
The nettle's ſordid ſting. 
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From all which nature faireſt knows 
Ihe vernal blooms, the ſummer roſe, 8 
© She draws her blameleſs wealth z 
And when the generous taſk is done, | : . 
She conſecrates a double bon, * 
1 To pleaſure and to health. 
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ODE II. 
ON THE WINTER-SOLSTICE, 
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I. 
H E radiant ruler of the year 


At length his wintry goal attains; 


Soon to reverſe the long career, | 
And northward bend his ſteady reins, 
Now, piercing half Potoſi's height, 
Prone ruſh the fiery floods of light 
Ripening the mountain's ſilver ſtores: 
While, in ſome cavern's horrid ſhade, 
The panting Indian hides his head, 
And oft the approach of eve implores. 
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But lo, on this deſerted coaſt 
How faint the fun | How thick the air ! | 
Lo, arm'd with whirlwind, hail and froſt, 
Fierce winter delolates the year. | 
The fields have loft their lateſt "TW 
No more the breezes waft 5 
No more the ſtreams in muſic roll: 
But unrelenting ſtorms reſound; 
. And, while great nature mourns around, 
} Her _ infe& the human ſoul. 
[ | III. * zn AHT 
13 Hence the loud city's buſy Wa: et: | 
| Urge the warm bowl and ſplendid fire: : 
. 14 Di 
q 
1 Meantime perhaps with tender ſea s | 
q | Some village-dame the curfew bears, DAT 241 Nut 1900151 
While round the hearth her children play: | 
| At morn their father went abroad; einn ad 
| The moon is ſunk and deep the bad; In 211} 1% bak 
| She ſighs, and wonders at his ſtay. 
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But thou, my lyre, awake, ariſe, 


And hail the ſun's returning force: 
Even now he climbs the northern ſkies, 
And health and hope attend his courſe. 
Then louder how! the ſtormy waſte, 
Be grove or meadow worle defac'd, 
Vet gentler hours advance their wing; 
And fancy, mocking winter's might, 
With flowers and dews and radiant light 
Already decks the newborn ſpring. 

V. 
O fountain of the golden day, 
Could mortal vows promote thy ſpeed, 
How ſoon before thy vernal ray 
Should each unkindly damp recede ! 
How ſoon each hovering tempeſt fly, 
Which now wide-threatening loads the ſky, 
Prompt on our heads to burſt amain, 
To rend the foreſt from the ſteep, 
Or, thundering o'er the Baltic deep, 
To whelm the merchant's hopes of gain 
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But let not man's une qual views 
preſu me on nature and her 5 1 


"Tis his with grateful joy to uſe 
© The indulgence of the ſorran EY 7 


Secure that health and. beauty ſprings =. 
Through this majeſtic frame of things, 
Beyond what he can reach to kn, ; 


And that heaven's all- ſuhduing will, 
With good the progeay of ill., 
Attempereth every ſtate below. 

Vu. 


How pleaſing wears the wintry night. 
Spent with the old illuſtrious dead! * 
While, by the taper's trembling ligt, 
I ſeem thoſe awful ſcents to tead Iba: 


Where chiefs and legiſlators lie, 


Whoſe triumphs move before m ee 


With every laurel freſh-diſplay'd ; 
While now I taſte the Ionian fong, 
Now bend to Plato's godliks tongue. 
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Reſounding through the olive hade. 
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VIII. 
But ſhould ſome more familiar friend 
Bid leave the ſtudious page awhile, 
Let mirth on wiſdom then attend. 
And ſocial eaſe on learned toiil. 
Then while, at Love's unſpotted ſhrine, 
Each dictates to the god of Winne 
Her name whom all his hopes obey, 
What pleaſing dreams each boſom — | 
While abſence heightens every charm 
Impatient for returning May. 

IX, 
May, thou delight of heaven and earth, 
When will thy genial ſtar ariſe ? 
'The auſpicious morn which gives thee birth, 
Shall bring Eudora to my eyes. 
Within her ſylvan haunt behold, 
As i in the happy garden old, 
She moves like that primeval fair: 
Thither ye falver-ſounding lyres, | 
Ye decent ſmiles, ye chaſte deſires, 
Kind = and mutual faith, repair, 
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11 ; And if believing love can WH 
3Z His wonted omens in her. eye, 80 * 
| 5 Then ſhall my fears, o charming maid, 
| 2 © And every pain of abſence die: 
4 | 
Il Then ſhall my jocund harp, attun d 0 
| [ To thy true ear, with ſweeter ſound . 
| | . Purſue the free Horatian ſong : 
old Tyne ſhall liſten to my tale, ä 
| | t And eccho, down the bordering an 
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fly | *Tis dire Suſpicion's: mien 
And, meditating plagues unſeen, -- + 
The ſorcèreſs hither: bend? 

Behold her torch in gall-imbrued :: 4 
Behold——her garment drops with blood 
Of lovers and of friendſlsee. 
1 S 
Fly far! Already in your eyes 
I ſee a pale ſuffuſion riſdd 
And ſoon through every vein, 
Soon will her ſecret venom ſpread, 
And all your heart and all your head 
Imbibe the potent ſtain. 
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Then n many a demon will ſhe raiſe 
To vex-your ſleep, to haunt,your 4 . | 


While gleams of loſt Uclighe © 
Increaſe the tempeſt of the brain ; 
adOSDLARI mi 2 71 2! 
Through whirlwinds and throu 80 night. 

No more can faith or candou e, Sb ei ! Þ 
But each ſpontaneous:deed: of love: | 
Which reaſon . ed sd! 

Now, ſmiling o'er her dark diſtreſ ss ³ 


Fancy malignant ſtriues tu dreſs 11 n 22 * rf 3 bi 1 5 
Like injury and fraud) 


| V. 
Farewell to virtue's peaceful times 


Soon will you ſtoop to act the crime nm 


Which thus you ſtoop to fear: uon: noot ba. 
Guilt follows guilt: and where the train 
Begins with wrongs of ſuch a. tain, bas ns W ii; 

What horrours form the rea! didnt 
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"Tis thus, to work her baleful power, Nui 19 tl 1 283 Q | 
Suſpicion waits the ſullen houuht 

Of fretfulneſs and ſtriſe 1 1 
mn + Fe OUT 
Or Eurus waves his murky wings | 

To damp the ſeats of liſe. 5-£915:ib Mad AH 

VII. 5 

But come, forſake the ſcene unblefs'$ i!! 
Which firſt beheld your faithfolibreaft---21l 977 12 2521 


To groundleſs fears a prey 2205 17 2 to 
Come, where with my preuailing lyre 211 A 


The ſkies, the ſtreams, the groves — vob bibo an 
To charm. your doubts away. / | 
VIII. 
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Thron'd in the ſun's deſcending car, | 
What power unſeen diffuſeth fa 
This tenderneſs of mind * 
What genius ſmiles on yonder flood . NY 
What god, in whiſpers from the wood, | 
Bids every thought be kind ? 
IGO mc o chou, 
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O thou, whate'er thy awful name 
Whoſe wiſdom our untoward frame 2 alinw naloiq e 

With ſocial love reſtrain ss 


Thou, who by fair affection's ties Tcrridnui 366 9182 15 i 
Giv'ſt us to double all our js eh DoD 
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And half diſarm our painsĩ 

K. 
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Clear as yon. ane RR wor bladsd fit don't 
Preſerve my open: mind; 1 

Nor this nor that man's crooked ways Aw State KG 

One ſordid doubt within me raiſe 
To injure human kind. D dt trade 
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TO A FRIEND _ 
UNSUCCESSFUL IN LOVE. 


So eee 
T NDEED, my Phædria, if to find 


That gold a female's vow can gain, 


If this had e'er diſturb'd your mind, 
Or coſt one ſerious moment's pain, 

I ſhould have ſaid that all the rules 
You learn'd of moralifts and ſchools, | 


Were very uſeleſs, very vain. 


Wo | V 
Yet I perhaps miſtake the caſe ; 
And though with this heroic-air, 
Like one that holds a nobler chace, 
You ſeem the tender loſs to bear, 


Perhaps your heart bely'd-your tongue, 
And thinks my cenſure mighty wrong 


To count it ſuch a {light affair. 
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TT 
When Heſper gilds the ſhaded thy, 

Oſt as you ſeek the well-known gioue, TI 
Methinks I ſee you caſt your eye 

Back to the morning ſcenes of love: 

Each pleaſing word ypu heard her far, 
Her gentle look, her graceful way, 


Once more your ſtruggling fancy move. 

| «han oa. iiber 
Then tell me, is your ſul in tire? 
Does wiſdom calmly hold her throne ? 


Then can you queſtion each deſire. 102 10 
Bid this remain, and that begone ? cf} 1 


No tear half-ſtarting from your eye? 
No kindling bluſh you know not why? 
No ſtealing ſigh, nor ſtifled groan ? 
N. 
Away with this unmanly mood!) 
See where the hoary churl appears, 0 
Whoſe hand hath ſeiz d the favourite me. [3 *; C 
Which you reſerv'd for: Rr Say; roy 2080197 
While fide by fide the bluſhing mail 
Shrinks from his viſage, half-afraid, > . 
Spite of the ſickly joy ſhe wears. 
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SIDE CIV, 
3 
Ye guardian powers 6f Io and fame, 


This chaſte, harmonious pair behold; 2411's 


And thus reward the generous flame 


Of all who barter vows' for gold: 9 Nai. 
O bloom of youth and florick charms 


Well-buried in a dotard's rv; ! 
O equal price of beauty qt 
: VII. 

Ceaſe then to gaze, unthankful boy ; 
Let, let her go, the venal fair! 
VUnworthy ſhe to give you joy; 

Then wherefore ſhould ſhe give you care? 

Lay, lay your myrtle garland down; 
And let the willow s virgin crown 
With happier omens 1225 your hair. 

VIII. 
O juſt elcap'd the faithleſs main, 

Though driven unwilling on the land, 
To guide your favour'd ſteps again, 
Behold your better genius ſtand : 

Where Plato's olive courts your eye, 
Where Hamden's laurel ſhoots on high, 


Belioldhe lifts his awful hand. 
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IX. 


When theſe are blended. on your, row cn 2'C 1 
| r | , | Pa * "RE YE. 
The willow will be nam np more? * atlo siti“ 
Or if that love · deſerted hquſßgng oo be 
The pitying, laughing girls deploxe, Tac ou s 10 
Yet ſtill ſhall T moſt freelyaflwean,Þ ©: 1 7 10 mold O 


Your dreſs has much a better ait 
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Than all that ever bridegroom” ore. 10 9: 10 laup2 ( 
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HYMN TO CHEERFULNESS. . 


OW thick the ſhades of evening cloſe... 
How pale the ſæy with weight of ſnows!. |, - 
Haſte, light the tapers, urge the fire. 
And bid the joyleſs day retire. | | 
Alas, in vain T try a A 
To brighten the dejected ſcene, 6 
While rouz'd by grief theſe 3 ola 
Tear the frail texture of my veins; 5 5 
While winter's voice, that ſtorms around, 5 
And yon deep death- bell's groaning ſound. 
Renew my mind's oppreſlive- gloom, . 
Till ſtarting horror ſhakes the room. 
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15 there in nature no kind power 

Jo ſooth afflition's lonely hour? 

'To blunt the edge of dire diſcaſe, 

| And teach theſe wintry ſhades to pleaſe ? 
Come, Cheerfulneſs triumphant * © 

Since through the hovering cloud 

o gen of language, mild of %. 
O virtue” s friend and pleaſure's 8 queen: I 

Aſſwage the flames that burn my breaſt, 

Compoſe my fring — — a hid WON T 
And while thy gracious gifts I fel, 1 1 
My ſong ſhall all thy praife-reveat 0 0 


As once (twas in Aſtræa's reignun ) 
The vernal powers renew d cheir trill, = ; 

It happen'd that immortal Boe 

Was ranging through the 3 

And downward hither caſt his eye 25 07 2˙12 

The year's returning pomp to ſp r. 

He ſaw the radiant god of dex 
Waft in his car the roſy May; ; 29A 't 1oner. 
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The fragrant Airs and genial Hours 
Were ſhedding round him dews and flowers; 
Before his wheels Aurora-paſs'd, 


And Heſper's golden lamp was laſt. 
But, faireſt of the blooming throng, 
When Health majeſtic mov d along, 
Delighted to ſurvey below 

The joys which from her preſence flow, 


While earth inliven'd heaps her voice, 
And ſwains, and flocks, and fields rejoice z; 


Then mighty Love her charms confeſs d, 
And ſoon his vows inclin'd her breaſt, _ 
And, known from that auſpicious morn,, 
The pleaſing Cheerfulneſs was horn. 


Thou, Cheerfulneſs, by heaven deſign d 
To ſway the movements of the mind, 
Whatever fretful paſſion ſprings, 

Whatever wayward fortune brings 
To diſarrange the powers within, 
And ſtrain the muſical machine; 
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Thou, 
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Thou, Goddeſs, thy altempäädg hand 301 | 
Doth each diſcordant firing command, 75” 
Refines the ſoft, and ſwells the frangy!/. {oo 08 


And, joining nature's general wagpa! n2blog de br 
Through many a varying tone ankalde'.! - 99 Yo Min v4 
The FR of W eam dizvb nod W 
| 172 o Bei 
Fair . of domeſtic "= t claire eto 2711 
Kind baniſher of "homebred ſtrife, III 17282 glid v 
Nor ſullen lip nor taunting eye 
Deforms the ſcene where thou art . : 
No ſickèning huſband damns the hour | Fl 
Which bound his Joys to female power; 11 / 
No pining mother weeps the cares 

Which parents waſte on thankleſs heirs : 

The officious daughters pleas'd attend. , 
The brother riſes to the friend : 3 
With flowers their board by thee is crown'dt. 
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From thee with ſongs their walks reſound:; - - - 
And morn with welcome luſtre ſhines, - 


And evening unperceiv'd declines, 
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Is there a youth, whoſe trembling heart 
Beats high with love's unpitied ſmart ? 


Though now he ſtray by rills and bowers, 


And weeping waſte the lonely hours, 
Or, if the nymph her audience deign, 
Diſgrace the ſtory of his pain 
With laviſh looks, diſcolour'd eyes, 
And accents faltering into ſighs ; 

Yet thou, auſpicious power, with caſe 
Can't yield him happier arts to pleaſe, 
Exalt his mien to manlier charms, 
Inſtruct his tongue with nobler arms, 
With more commanding paſlion move, 


And teach the dignity of love. 


Friend to the Muſe and all her train, 
For thee T court the Muſe again : 
The Muſe for thee may well exert 
Her pomp, her charms, her fondeſt art, 
Who owes to thee that pleaſing ſway 
Which earth and peopled heaven obey, 
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26 Dom. 
Let melancholy's plaintive tongue 
Repeat what later bards have ſung; _. 
But thine was Homer's ancient might, 
And thine victorious Pindar's flight : 


Thy hand each Leſbian wreathe attir d: 


Thy lip Sicilian reeds inſpir d: 

Thy ſpirit lent the glad perfume 
Whence yet the flowers of Teos bloom; 
Whence yet from Tibur's Sabine vale 
Delicious blows the inlivening gale, 
While Horace calls thy ſportive choir, 
Heroes and nymphs, around his lyre. - 


But ſee where yonder penſive ſage 
A prey perhaps to fortune's rage, 
Perhaps by tender grieſs oppreſs d, 

Or glooms congenial to his breaſt) 
Retires in deſart ſcenes to dwell, 
And bids the joyleſs world farewell. 
Alone he treads thè autumnal ſhade, 
Alone beneath the mountain lad Ie 


He 


ODE V. 


He ſees the nightly damps aſcend, 

And gathering ſtorms aloft impend ; 
He hears the neighbouring ſurges roll, 
And raging thunders ſhake the pole : 
Then, ſtruck by every object round, 
And ſtunn'd by every horrid ſound, 


Fain would he ſearch out nature's ways ; 


But evil haunts him through the maze : 


He ſees ten thouſand demons riſe 
To wield the empire of the ſkies, 
And chance and fate aſſume the rod, 
And malice blot the throne of God. 
O thou, whoſe pleaſing power i ſing, 
Thy lenient influence hither bring; 
Compoſe the ſtorm, diſpell the gloom, 
Till nature wear her wonted: bloom, 
Till fields and ſhades their ſweets exhale, 
And muſic ſwell each opening gale: 
Then o'er his breaſt thy ſoftneſs pour, 
And let him learn the timely hour 
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Jo trace the world's benignant laws, 


And judge of that preſiding cauſe 


Who founds on diſcard beauty's reign, 


Converts to pleaſure every pain, 
Subdues each hoſtile form to reſt, 
And bids the. univerſe be bleſt. 


2 '© thou, whoſe pleaſing power I fing, 
If right I touch the votive ſtring, 

If equal praiſe { yield thy name, 

Still 'govern thou thy poet's flame ; 


Still with the Muſe my. boſom ſhare, 


And ſooth to peace intruding care. 
But moſt exert thy pleaſing power 
On friendſhip's conſecrated hour; 
And while my Agis leads the road 
To fearleſs wiſdom's high abode, 

Or, warm in freedom's ſacred cauſe, 


Purſues the light of Grecian laws, 


Attend, and grace our generous toils 


With all thy garlands, all thy ſmiles. 
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But if, by fortune's ſtubborn ſway, 
From him and friendſhip torn away, 

I court the Muſe's healing ſpell 
For griefs that ſtill with abſence dwell, 
Do thou conduct my fancy's dreams 


To ſuch indulgent, tender themes 
As juſt the ſtruggling breaſt may cheer, 
And juſt ſuſpend the ſtarting tear, 
Vet leave that ſacred ſenſe of woe, 


Which none but friends and lovers know. 
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CNVEEN of my ſongs, harmonious maid, 
Q Ah why haſt thou withdrawn thy aid 4 
Ah why forſaken thus my breaſt | 
With inauſpicious damps oppreſs'd ? 


Where is the dread prophetic heat, 

With which my. boſom wont to beat ? 

Where all the bright myſterious dreams 

Of haunted groves and tuneful ſtreams, 
That woo'd my genius to divineſt themes ? 

Say, goddeſs, can the feſtal board, 

Or young Dione's form ador'd ; 

Say, can the pomp of promis'd fame 

Relume thy faint, thy dying flame ? 


\. 
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Or have melodious airs the power 

To give one free, poetic hour ? 

Or, from amid the Elyſian train, 

The ſoul of Milton ſhall J gain, 
To win thee back with ſome celeſtial ſtrain ? 

i 

O powerful ftrain ! o facred foul! 

His numbers every ſenſe controul : 

And now again my boſom burns; 

And now the inſpiring Muſe returns. 

Such on the banks of Tyne confeſs d, 

I hail'd the fair immortal gueſt, 

When firſt ſhe feal'd me for her own, 

Made all her bliſsfuł treafures known, 
And bade me ſwear to fallow Her alone. 
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ON LOVE, TO A FRIEND. 


I. 9 


O, fooliſh boy To virtuous fame 
If now thy early hopes be vow d, 

If true ambition's nobler flame 
Command thy footſteps from the croud, 
Lean not to Love's inchanting ſnare ; 
His dances, his delights beware, 


Nor mingle in the band of young and cair. 


_ | 
By thought, by dangers, and by toils, 
The wreath of juſt renown is worn ; 
Nor will ambition's awful ſpoils 
The flowery pomp of eaſe adorn : 
| But 
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But Love unbends the force of thought ; 
By Love unmanly fears are taught; 
And Love's reward with gaudy ſloth is bought, 
III. 
Yet have I read in tuneful lays, 
And heard from many a zealous breaſt, 
The pleaſing tale of beauty's praiſe 
In wiſdom's lofty language dreſs' d; 
Of beauty powerful to impart 
Each finer ſenſe, each comelier art, 
And ſooth and poliſh man's ungentle heart. 
IV. 
If then, from Love's deceit ſecure, 
Thus far alone thy wiſhes tend, 
Go; ſee the white-wing'd evening hour 
On Delia's vernal walk deſcend : 
Go, while the golden light ſerene, 
The grove, the lawn, the ſoften'd ſcene 
Becomes the preſence of the rural queen, 


m 
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Wo ai abu: 
Attend, while that harmonious tongue 
Each boſom, each deſire commands: « 
Apollo's lute by Hermes ſtrung 
And touch'd by chaſte Minerva's hands, 
Attend. I feel a force divine, 
O Delia, win my thoughts to thine ; 
17 hat half the colour of thy life is mine. 
VI. 
Vet conſcious of the dangerous a 
Soon would I turn my ſteps away; 
Nor oft provoke the lovely harm, 
Nor ſlacken reaſon's watchful ſway. 
But thou, my friend hear thy ſighs: 
Alas, T read thy downcaſt eyes: 


And thy tongue falters; and thy colour flies. 


VII. 
80 ſoon again to meet the fair? 
So penſive all this ahſent hour? 
—0 yet, unlucky youth, beware, 
While yet to drink is in thy power. 


1 


In 


ODE VII. 


In vain with friendſhip's flattering name 

Thy paſſion vgils its inward ſhame ; 

Friendſhip, the treacherous fuel of thy flame! 
VIII. 

Once, I remember, new to Love, 

And dreading; his tyrannic chain, 

I ſought a gentle maid to prove 

What peaceful joys in friendſhip reign : 

Whence we forſooth might ſafely ſtand, 

And pitying view the loveſick band, 


And mock the winged boy's malicious hand. 


IX. 
Thus frequent paſs d the cheerful day, 
To unreſerv'd diſcourſe refign'd ; 
While I exulted to ſurvey 
One generous woman's real mind : 
But ſoon ſome unknown care poſleſs'd 
Each wakeful night my anxious breaſt : 
Then firſt did friendſhip e er invade my reſt. 
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X, Fool 
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one's view, 


9 


the firm, the cautious, or the wiſe ? 


O friend |—when Love directs her eyes. 
To pierce where every paſſion lies, 


W here is 


While thus I preach the Stoic ſtrain, 


Unleſs i ſhun D 


Fool that I was—— And now, even now 
| An hour unſays it all again. 
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O D E VII. 
ON LEAVING HOLLAND. 


I. 1. 
\ AREWELL to Leyden's lonely bound, 
The Belgian Muſe's ſober ſeat ; 
Where dealing frugal gifts around 
To all the favourites at her feet, 
She-trains the body's. bulky frame 


For paſſive, perſevering toils ; 
And left, from any prouder aim, 
The daring mind ſhould ſcorn her homely ſpoils, 
| She breathes maternal fogs to damp its reſtleſs flame. 
| I. 2. 
Farewell the grave, pacific air, 
Where never mountain zephyr blew: 
The marſhy levels lank and bare, 
Which Pan, which Ceres never knew: 
5 The 


— 228 N - - —— - - — 
— 
AS — 4 * 
— — 
7 k 
P — — * 
b Wy # 
„ 3 


* 
— — 


2 ” 
— * Aa 
„ ä 
- 


= 2 I ad * 5. 
— 2 —— . 
" - ol 
— — 3 IQ "<< 


* k pay * * - 
Oar po A eo 


" = 
ny” GT "Wie ' In 2 — 8 2 — - 
3 — 2 
— . _ 


— 


— — — 
— 
— na - 9 . - . 
. OR TAE nn 8 UF 
— CC TE” ET 9” 2 TEN ge 7 1 EI Age . 3 


gr —— (ror —„— 5 — — 
—— <2 — — — « 


hae” : — 
—— 5 —— 
2 „ wa nr 


— 
— — 


r 
„ 


1 
mar 


ä — = I —_— 2 
* _ T — * 
K ²˙—A A 
k — 7 * oF 
> * 
—— I CG TOE mr IO r 


— 


— . oo ge TAR TT 
„ a. La de r OH 1 AIDE 4 
* 


o D em 
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The Naiads, in obſcene attire, 


© Urging their lazy urns to flow; ; 
White round them chaunt che croaking choir, 
And haply ſooth ſome lover's prudent woe, 


Or prompt fome reftive bard and modulate his lyre. 


"WS 
Farewell ye nymphs, whom Tober care of gain 
| Snatch'd in your cradles from the god of love: : 


| She render'd all his boaſted arrows vain ; 


And all his gifts did he in ſpite remove. 
Ye too, the {low-ey'd fathers of the land, 


With whom dominion ſteals from hand to hand, 


Unown'd, undignify'd by public choice, 

I go where liberty to all is known, 

And tells a monarch on his throne, 

He reigns not but by her preſerving voice. 

IT. x. 

O my lov'd England, when with thee 
Shall i fit down, to part no more ? 
Far from this pale, diſcolour'd<ſea, ' 
That ſleeps upon'the reedy ſhore, 


When 
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When ſhall i plough thy azure tides ? 
When on thy hills the flocks admire, 
Like mountain ſnows ; till down their ſides 
I trace the village and the ſacred ſpire, 
Broad oaks and furrow'd fields which the green copſe divides? 
II. 2. | 
Ye nymphs who guard the pathleſs grove, 
Ye blue-ey'd ſiſters of the ſtreams, 
With whom 1 wont at morn to rove, 
With whom at noon i talk'd in dreams; 
O! take me to your haunts again, 
The rocky ſpring, the greenwood glade ; 
To guide my lonely footſteps deign, | 
To prompt my ſlumbers in the murmuring ſhade, | 
And ſooth my vacant ear with many an airy ſtrain. K 
„ | 
And thou, my faithful harp, no longer mourn 
Thy drooping maſter's inauſpicious hand: 
Now brighter ſkies and freſher gales return, 
Now fairer maids thy melody demand. 
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Dau ghters of Albion; liſten to my 961 ** 
O Phoebus, guardian of the Aonian =" Kal 
Why ſounds not mine harmonious 45 thy own, + 
When all the virgin deities above 
Witk Venus and with Juno move 


In concert 0 the N father $ throne ? 


IH" tr: 
| Thee too, anc of my lays, 
Elate with whoſe majeſtic call | 
Above the ſoft Italian's praiſe, qq 
Above the {laviſh boaſt of Gaul, 10 


I dare from impious thrones reclaim, 
And wanton ſloth's ignoble charms, 
The honours of a poet's name 


' To Aſhley's wiſdom, or to Hamden's arms 
Thee, freedom, I rejoin, and bleſs thy genuine * 
n A 


Great citizen of Albion. Thee | Nino Ph | iT 
Heroic valour ſtill attend s 

And uſeful ſcience pleas d to ſ ee 

How art her ſtudious toil extends. 


While 
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While truth, diffuſing from on high 
A luſtre unconfin'd as day, 
Fills and commands the public eye ; 
Till, pierc'd and ſinking by her powerful ray, 
Tame faith and monkiſh awe, like nightly demons, fly. 
| III. 3. 
Hence the whole land the patriot's ardour ſhares : 
Hence dread religion dwells with ſocial joy ; 
And holy paſſions and unſullied cares, 
In youth, in age, domeſtic life imploy. 
O fair Britannia, hail With partial love 
The tribes of men their native ſeats approve, 
Unjuſt and hoſtile to each foreign fame: 
But when for generous minds and: manly laws 
A nation holds her prime applauſe, | 
There public zeal ſhall all reproof diſclaim. 
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19 -® 
ö HOU filent power, whoſe welcome ſway 
Charms every anxious thought * | 
In whoſe divine oblivion drowni d. 
Sore pain and weary toil grow mild, 


| Love is with kinder looks beguil'd, 

And grief forgets her fondly-cheriſh'd wound ; 

O! whither haſt thou flown, indulgent god? 

God of kind ſhadows and of healing dews, 

O'er whom doſt thou extend thy magic rod ? 
Around what peaceful eouch thy opiate airs diffuſe ? 

Lo, midnight from her ſtarry reign 
: Looks awful down on earth and main, 
N | The 
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The tuneful birds lie huſh'd in ſleep, 
With all that crop the verdant food, 
With all that ſkim the cryſtal flood, 
Or haunt the caverns of the rocky ſteep. 
No ruſhing winds diſturb the tufted bowers ; 
No wakeful ſound the moonlight valley knows, 
Save where the brook its liquid murmur pours, 
And lulls the waving ſcene to more profound repoſe. 
n 
O! let not me alone complain, 
Alone invoke thy power in vain ! 
Deſcend, propitious, on my eyes ; 
Not from the couch that bears a crown, 
Not from the courtly ſtateſman's down, 
Nor where the-miſer and his treaſure lies: 
Bring not the-ſhapes that break the murderer's reſt, 
Nor thoſe the hireling ſoldier loves to ſee, 
Nor thaſe which: haunt the bigot's gloomy breaft : 
Far be their guilty nights, and far their dreams from me 
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Nor yet thoſe awful forms preſent, 

For chieſs and heroes only meant: 
The figur'd brafs,”the choral ſong, 
- The reſcued people's glad applauſe, 

The liſtening ſenate, and the laws 
Fix d by the counſels of Timoleon's tongue, 
Are ſcenes too grand for fortune's private ways; 
And though they ſhine in youth's ingenuous view, 
The ſober gainful arts of modern days 

To ſuch romantic thoughts have bid a long adieu. 

I aſk not, god of dreams, thy care 
To baniſh Love's preſentments fair: 
Nor roſy cheek nor radiant ee 
Can arm him with fuch/influence bla 
That the young ſorcerer's fatal hand 

Should round my ſoul his pleaſing fetters tie. 
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After Timoleon had delivered Syracuſe from the tyranny of Dionyſius, 
the people on every important deliberation ſent for him into the public aſſem- 
bly, aſk'd his advice, and voted according to it. PLUTARCH, 


ODE IX. 45 
Nor yet the courtier's hope, the giving ſmile 
(A lighter phantom and a baſer chain) 
Did e er in ſlumber my proud lyre beguile 
To lend the pomp of thrones her ill- according ſtrain. 


VI. 
But, Morpheus, on thy balmy wing 


Such honourable viſions bring, 
As ſooth'd great Milton's injur'd age, 
When in prophetic dreams he ſaw 
The race unborn with pious awe 
Imbibe each virtue from his heavenly page : 
Or ſuch as Mead's benignant fancy knows, 
When health's deep treaſures, by his art explor'd, 
Have ſav'd the infant from an orphan's woes, 
Or to the trembling ſire his age's hope reſtor d. 
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By turns her melody repeat. 


6 


” 1 ( Wz 4 4 8 m—__ 1 . 1 
a — kr DE 2 6 2 Fc 85 At OTE? 
+ 20 K 


0 D E „ 


ON LYRIC POETRY. 


ih Ri 


NCR more i join the Theſpian choir, 
And taſte the inſpiring fount oi 
O parent of the Grecian lyre, 5 : 
Admit me to thy hallow'd ſtrain ü- 1 
And lo, with eaſe my ſtep invades 
The pathleſs vale and opening ſhades, 
Till now i ſpy her verdant ſeit; 
And now at large i drink the found, 
While theſe her offspring, liſtening round, 


I. 2. I fee 


ODE X. 47 
I; d. 
l fee Anacreon ſmile and ſing: 
His ſilver treſſes breathe perfume ; 
His cheek diſplays a ſecond ſpring 
Of roſes taught by wine to bloom. 
Away, deceitful cares, away, 
And let me liſten to his lay ; 
Let me the wanton pomp injoy, 
While in ſmooth dance the light-wing'd Hours 
Lead round his lyre the feſtal powers, 
The Graces, and the Idalian boy. 
I. z. 
Broke from the fetters of his native land, 
Devoting ſhame and vengeance to her lords, 
With louder impulſe and a threatening hand 
The * Leſbian patriot ſmites the ſounding chords: 
Ye wretches, ye perfidious train, 
Ye curſt of gods and freeborn men, 
. Ye murderers of the laws, 
Though now ye glory in your luſt, 
Though now ye tread the feeble neck in duſt, 


Yet Time and righteous Jove will judge your dreadful cauſe. 
* Alczus. II. x, But 
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But bo, to Sappho's melting airs 


Deſeends the radiant queen of WM 
She ſmiles, and/aſks/what-fonder cares - 
Her ſuppliant's plaintive meaſures move: 
Why i is my faithful maid-diftrefs'd? -. _ 
Who, Sappho, wounds thy tender breaſt Bol 5 
Say, flies he ?—Soon he ſhall purſue : 29 5: 
Shuns he thy gifts ?—He ſoon ſhall give: _. 
Slights he thy ſorrows|!?—He ſhall grieve, 


And ſoon to all thy wiſhes bow. 
II. 2. 


| Bur, 0 Melpomene, for whom 


Awakes thy. golden ſhell again ? 


* 
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What mortal breath ſhall e er preſume 


To eccho that unbounded ſtrainꝰ 


Majeſtic in the frown of years, = 


Behold, the *-man-of Thebes appears: 
For ſome there are, whoſe mighty frame 


The hand of Jove at birth indowdd 


With hopes that mock the gazing crowd; 


As eagles drink the noontide flame, 


* Pindar. 


While 


FE: 3 

While the die raven beats her weary wings, 

And clamours far below. —Propitious Mule, 

While i ſo late unlock thy purer ſprings, 

And breathe whate'er thy ancient airs infuſe, 
Wilt thou, attracting Albion's ear | 
That long-loſt melody to hear, 

Thy charming arts imploy, | 
As when the winds from ſhore to ſhore 
Through Greece thy lyre's perſuaſive language bore, 
Till towns, and iſles, and ſeas return'd the vocal joy ? 
HI. x. 
Yet then did pleaſure's lawleſs throng, 
Oft ruſhing forth in looſe attire, 
With impious ſounds profane thy ſong 
And break in ſhameful fteps thy choir. 
O fair, o chaſte, be ſtill with me 
From ſuch opprobrious diſcord free : 
While i frequent thy tuneful ſhade, 
No frantic ſhout from Thracian dame, 
No Satyr's dire inceſtuous flame 


Shall &er the ſacred haunt invade. 
A VA o ITT. „. Oueen 
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. . Queen of the lyre, in thy retreet 
= The faireſt flowers of Findus glow-3 ; 
1 be aſpires, to crown, thy ſeat. 
. And myrtles round thy laure _ 

Thy ſtrings adapt their varied ſtrain - 


| LY ; To every pleaſure, every pain, | | 
| Which mortal tribes were born to prove; 


1 | | ; And ſtrait our paſſions riſe or fall, 
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1 As at the wind's imperious call 


1 | The! ocean ſwells, the billows move. | 

KB ; UI. 3. 8 
= When midnight liſtens o'er the ſlumbering earth, 

Let me, o Muſe, thy folemn whiſpers hear: 

When morning: ſends her fragrant breezes forth, 
W | With airy murmurs touch my opening ea. 
W And ever watchful at thy fide, _ 

| | | Loet wiſdom's awful ſuffrage guide 

| The tenour of thy lay: ape 

To her of old by Jove was given | 0 | | 
| To judge the various deeds of earth and heaven; 

| "Twas thine by gentle arts to win us to her ſway. FOE. 
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IV. 
Oft aaa caſe OY d, 
I quit the maze where: ſcience. toils/, 
Do thou zefreſh my yielding mind”: 
With all thy gay, delufive ſpoils. 
But, o indulgent, come not nig 
The buſy ſteps, the jealous eye 
Of wealthy care or, gainful age; 
Whoſe barreu-fouls thy joys diſdain, 
And hold as fors to reaſon's reign” 
2 er thy lovely works i ingage. 

IV. 2. 
When friendſhip and when letter'd mirth 
Haply ſurround my genial board, 
Then let thy virgin hand call forth 
The muſic of the Teian chord. 
Or if invok'd at ſofter hours, 2 


* N = 


O!] ſeek wich we the S happy bowers 


That hear Dione d gatitle tongue; 
To beauty link'd with Mrtue's train, 


To love devoid of jealous pain, | 
There let the Sapphic lute be ſtrung, 
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IV. z. 
But when from enyvy and from death to ate: > 


A hero bleeding: for his native land; wy 


Or when, to nouriſn freedom's veſtal — 


T hear my genius utter his command, 


Nor Theban voice nor. Leſbian . 1 0 10 


From thee, o Muſe, do i require * FR 1 19 91 1 


While my preſaging mind. 


Conſcious of powers ſhe never knew, 


Aſtoniſh'd graſps at things beyond her vier, 
Nor by another's fate ſubmits to be confin'd. 
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